Upon the way to Raigurh, Narrowing there
The hills draw close, and their forbidding cliffs
Threaten the prone incline. The Bhonsle paused,,
His fiery glance travelled in one swift gyre
Hill, gorge and valley and with speed returned
Mightily like an eagle on the wing
To a dark youth beside him, Malsure
The younger, with his bright and burning eyes.
Who wordless rode quivering, as on the leash;
His fierce heart hungered for the rear, where Death
Was singing mid the laughter of the swords.
"Ride, Suryaji," the Chieftain cried, his look
Inward, intent, "and swiftly from the rear
Summon the Prabhou." Turning at the word
Suryaji's hooves sped down the rock-strewn slope
Into the trenchant valley's death. Swiftly,
Though burdened with a nation's fate, the ridge
They reached, where in stern silence fought and fell*
Their iron hearts broken with desperate toil,
The Southron rear, and to the Prabhou gave
The summons of the Chief; "Ride, Baji, ride,
The Bhonsle names thee, Baji." And Baji spoke
No word, but stormed with loose and streaming rein-
To the high frowning gorge and silent paused
Before the leader. "Baji, more than once
In battle thou hast stood, a living shield,
Between me and the foe. But more today,
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